MAKING A PRACTICE.
By a Doctor's Wife.
When my husband was qualified some fifteen years ago, and the money to buy an established practice was not forthcoming, there was nothing for it but to find a house in a likely neighbourhood and wait for patients. We anxiously awaited the arrival of the first patient, and refused to be downcast when a successful local colleague, who had started in the same way, told us that it was three months before anyone came to him for treatment, and then it was a workman who had cut himself while erecting the red lamp outside the surgery! However, before a week had passed, during a fearful gale, a prolonged peal at the bell, accompanied by a promising cough on the doorstep gladdened our hearts, and an elderly woman was ushered into the consulting-room. Perhaps it would be nearer the mark to say that she floated in, for water poured from the rim of her boat-shaped hat, and she refused to be parted from a streaming umbrella. The consulting-room door closed upon the elated doctor and the bronchitic lady, to reopen rather sooner than I expected, followed by the hurried exit of the patient. My husband returned to tell me that she had given him a long description of her obvious symptoms, and he was about to prescribe for her, when she peered into his face, covering him with moisture from her boat-shaped hat, and said, " Oh ! Ain't you Doctor 
